264        THE THINGS WE ARE

wrong. It was all kinds of things. The
simplest was that I wanted to get the wrench
over. Just like having a tooth out. Have
it out now, don't wait for gas; have it over
and done with. But that wasn't the most
important/' He thought for a moment. '' It
was your letter, really. I could never have

written   it.   I   felt    as   though-----"   He

paused. " As though you'd twined tendrils
round her and into her that I should never
even have thought possible; as though you
made demands on her that I could never
make. Yes, that was it chiefly. I think
that if I hadn't known you, I should have
hated you; but I did know you, and I didn't
hate you, . . . And, coming out of that, I
realized how separate I was, like a frozen drop
of water."

" I see,'* said Boston, musing.

" Besides, I didn't know what had hap-
pened between you both/'

" Oh, I talked about myself, as usual. I
believed I was being honest/'

" Well, you were, weren't you ? "

" In a way, yes. But there are queer ways
of being honest. If a man has a lustful fit
and tries to get hold of the first woman he
comes across, he's being honest, in a way.